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THEN GIVE ME 
BACH MY FIVE 
f WUNP BED, < 
L DOLLARS.' 


HAMILTON, /FOR THE LAST TIME,’ 
YUH MAKING JSONPOWN, I'M TELLING 
E STAR i-'TUH TO STOP PESTERING 
RODEO? / ME/ IF YUH WANT TO 4 
S KNOW THE TRUTH, YO'KE 
\V ^ NEVER GOINS TO 

eaaN gggL become the star - gd 


DORSETOT 


IN THAT CASE,\ YOU'VE NO PROOF 

I'M GOING I THAT YUH GAVE 
TO TELL THE /ME FIVE HUNDREP 
LOCAL -/POLLARS! IT'S A 
SHERIFF /CASE OF YORE WORD, 
f ABOUT I AGAINST MINE 
THIS! iiTmi' llli I, -opt 


YO'KE RIGHT ABOUT THAT, HAMILTON! 
BUT DON'T THINK I'M GOING TO 
LET YUH MAKE A FOOL OUT OF ME.' 

You'll either return my 

MONEY OR I'LL BREAK 
v YORE NECK/ 


YO'RE NOT BREAKING Y" 
ANYBODY'S NECK'^1 OOOHi 
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ACCUSING SOMEONE Of MUROEX 
IS A MIGHTY SERIOUS THING. SAM.* 

I HOPE VOU HAVEN'T _^ 

MENTIONED THIS 'ff|| 
WM TO ANYONE ELSE/ 7 p 


f NO, HOPALONG, I pip N'T/ WHEN I MENTIONE 
THE FIVE HUNPREP POLLARS TO HAMILTON, HE 
PENIEP THAT BOB EVER GAVE IT TO HIM- gg 
THAT'S WHAT MAXES ME SO SURE I'M 
RIGHT/ GOSH, HOPALONG, 

GOT TO HELP ME PINO y - y - 

OUT THE />^ f x'LL PO 

rnm^ri —Trtrfn I Best, VM\ 

B&W 1111 V SAM/ /4|\ 


My HUNCH IS THAT 
HAMILTON NEVER INTENPEP 


BOB WHEN HE 
DEMANPEP THE 
MONEY/ 


TOPPER! WE'RE 
HEAPING FOR 
PORSET city/ 


^ WELL, WOULPN'T 
IT BE PPP IF SOMEONE 
AROUNP HERE HAP ^ 
SMALIPOX ANP YOU 
WEREN'T CALLER ■ 
r IN — ESPECIALLY M 
SINCE YOU'RE THE ^ 
. ONLY POCTOR 


I'VE POU8LE- 1 
Checrepmy J 

RE CORPS.' ^ 
? HAVEN'T HAP 
A SM4UP0X 
CASE IN YEARS' 
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f NOW WHAT I NEED IS SOME 
CONCRETE EVIDENCE SO I CAI 
PUT THE FINAL STRIKE ON 
HAMILTON/ HE DOESN'T KNOV 
ME— MAYBE, IF I REMOVE 
'y THIS BADGE, 1 CAN GET 


( ... GAMBLING U 
V IS ONE OF THE 
BIGGEST TROUBLES ' 
JN THESE PARTS/ 
THIS MAKES TWO 
■ STRIKES AGAINST 
HAMILTON/ t 


> A FIVE-HUNDREP-DOUAR 
GAMBLING DEBT, SO HE. 

T MAY TRY THE SAME %j 


join the rodeo, 
stranger? 

7 WELL — J* 


— LET ME SEE 
YUH BULLDOZE 
THAT STEER J 
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JLLARS? I DON'T HA VI 
: COULD GET IT BV 

_TOMORROW 

MORNING/ 


.'YO'RE GOOD, 


/oKAY.' IN THE MEANWHILE Tl 
YUH CAN SUNK WITH THE ' 
REST OF THE PERFORMERS 


OF THIS H 
TRODEOJ 


LATE THAT NIGHT , 


> A LITTLE LATE FOR VISITING, BUT 
YE GOT TO WAKE UP THE LOCAL 
INKERIF HE'LL GIVE ME FIVE , 
HUNDRED DOLLARS IN 

marked bills — 


OF COURSE I'LL HOPALONG CASSIDY! IT'S aV 

BE GLAD TO LEND \LUCK/ THING I GOT SUSPICIOUS 
YOU FIVt HUNDRED ) ABOUT WHERE A STRANGER H 
DOLLARS IN MARKED/ COULD GET FIVE HUNDRED J, 
BILLS, HOPALONG ^DOLLARS OVERNIGHT OK f ] 
CASSIDY.' YD'RETHE > I'D NEVER HAVE ^ 
FAMOUS SHERIFF FROM I FOLLOWED HIM 

TWIN RIVER.' IF YOU'LL I-»— . ~ 

JUST WAIT TILL I SLIP SOME W SBmiKI R 

CLOTHES ON, I'LL GORIGHT 

OVER TO THE BANK AND fl 

GET IT FOR WOUl^^gSjlmyJmWR 
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HOPALONG CASSIDY.' 
PIP HE ESCAPE? G/PC 
HE'S CATCHING UP 
S. TOME/ y_ 


S THE BAIT 
' WE'VE j. 


I'LL TWIST 
YORE FOOT 
P, TILL IT < 
BREAKS/ 


/OU MEAN 
"CAUGHT 
UP"/ 


FIGHTING TO 
WRESTLING, 
BUT — 
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NOW (SET ON. YOUR 
FEET, HAMILTON / 
I‘VE OOT A FEW 
QUESTIONS T WANT 


IT'S'WRESTLING 
WANT, I KNOW 
FEW TRICKS ^ 
MYSELF/ y 


you WIN, HOPALONG ' 
I CONFESS I KILLED 
BOB SON DOWN/ 


THAT MV SON'S MURDERER 


?U RE ALWAYS COURTING TROUBLE 
.WHEN YOU TRY TO Buy YOUR WAy 
TO THE TOP' THAT'S ONE 
'POSITION THAT CAN BE OBTAINED 


work; 



»:?:? quiz 


3. A Journeyman is 

A SKILLED WORKER. 


r>e,i/e_ false _ 

cjn 
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P (SNIFF, SNIPP) YUM, YUM.' MAW IS BAKINI 
PIES.' ME LOVEUM PIES.' ME GO GET SOME. 1 
ER, ME HOPE MAW LET ME HAVE PIECE.' 
SOMETIME SHE NO LET ME EAT BEFORE f 
DINNER.' SHE SAY IT SPOIL 
-1_->r APPETITE.' EWLM 


Tumbleweed 


"Rock APie, 
Baby/" 


AH, ME IN LUCK.' MAW ^ 

PUT PIES OUT TO COOL. 1 ME 
• TAKE WHEN SHE GO INSIDE.' 

NO TAKE CHANCE 1 SHE 
3 SAY ME NO CAN 

HAVE PIE NOW'/ y 


' ME GO TO WOODS AND ~ 

HAVE HEAP BIG PARTY EATING 
. PIE.' YUM, YUM.' A 


PIE SMELL SO GOOD, 
MY MOUTH WATER.' 
YUM, YUM.' A 


CAN TASTE 
DELICIOUS PIE 
IN MOUTH 
T ALREADY.' 
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TAKE BACK' YOU BAD 
0 TAKE IT WITHOUT PERMISSION. 1 
UNISH YOU/ NOW ME NO GIVE 
YOU PIE AT DINNER/ > 


ME GO VISIT FRIEND/ NO LET 


IF ME NO CAN EAT 
PIE, ME DO NEXT BEST 
THING/ ME SMELL 
THEM/ (SNIFF,SNIFF) 


ME FIND THAT YOU EAT PIE WHILE 
ME GONE OR ME NO LET YOU 
^HAVE PIE FOR A MONTH 


(SIGH) ME BE 
GOOD BOY/ 


COSH, I SHORE AM HUNGRY/ 


■woods -nearby. 


(SNIFF, SNIFF) WHUT'S THET? 
IT SHORE SMELLS 

GOOD.' -'''Id 


I'M SAFE/ 

I GAVE THEM 
THE SUP/ y 
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■S HOORAY.' THAT'S 
Y WHAT MB HOPE FOR! 1 —- 

(GULP) BUT pies squashed! 
1 ME NO HOPE 

for that! . 


SQu ASK! 


ME KNOCK HIM OUT BY 
HITTING IN FACE SO HE 
RUN INTO TREE! HE / 
BAD MAN' STEAL <H 
MAW'S PIES! J F 


| At that moment. 


HUH? 


CACTUS CAULFIELD IS ONE OF 
THE WORST BANPITS IN THESE 
PARTS ANP HYAR'S THE ^ 
REWARP FER. CATCHING 
HIM! GOOD WORK, SON.' A 


later. 
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lEANWHILE, SMILEY DECIDES TO 
5 INVESTIGATE THE SHOOTING ~ 


moment later- 


RECKON WE MIGHT 
AS WELL SEE WHAT'S 
MAKING ALL THE < 
VINOISE, RING EYE.' ) 



NUP/ 

' tornado/ J , 











5=E31T 

mli" 

^jgl 

(ifu 



IaJSS 
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WHY DON'T YOU OPEN A \sURE!)/ SAY, THAT'S AN I PEA.' I'D 
BARBERSHOP, SMILEY.' NO) YOU ■<[ HAVE BUSINESS EVEN WHEN 
COMPETITION NOW.' /COULD BE ^THERE’S NO NEWS' AND 


TORNADO TOM: 

HE CAME HERE FOR 
_ A SHAVE.'—| 


\ BUT HE DIDN'T GET 

/ IT! THE BARBER ^ 
LEFT TOWN-FOR J 
^ HIS HEALTH 


INSIDE, THE BARBER-EDITOR AWAITS HIS FIRST CUSTOMER. 


LATER, 




sure! what bettef 

PLACE FOR A BARB£ 
V SHOP QUARTET? 


A MOMENT LATER- 


ENTER: TORNADO TOM. 


I, SMI LEV/ CAN VVE 
REHEARSE NOW? 


A SHAVE.' 
UNDERSTAND? 
NOT A - 
HAIRCUT .') 
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you - H.OOP- 
7 PHOOCO! 


GOOD! I DON'T> 
WANT TO STOP HERE, 
EITHER.' ’ ^ 


BARBER SHOP 


EANWHILE, SMILEY DECIDES TO 
INVESTIGATE THE SHOOTING ~ 


r I RECKON WE WIGHT 
AS WELL SEE WHAT'S 
MAKING ALL THE < 
V NOISE, RING EYE.' ) 


HURRICANE? 


ONE MINUTE BEFORE, IN THE 1 

TOWN BARBERSHOP— 

THE NERVOUS BARBER 1 

STARTS TO APPLY LATHER — | 

SHflveJ AMP IF YOU SO \y-V-YES, 
MUCH AS MICH 

/~ AND ANOTHER ) 

V_thing... 

(jSLUbT) 



NUP/ 

' tornado/ j 




gipuiUB 




■Hffl 
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)HE HATES /MUSIC.' 


Ej X WA NT A HOB& e , 

i JUsr like -rue 

JHAT C4^. BI£ p p E e^ F 
?>,■ OiP PAAAAP• 


TOM. 


HE HATES 

EVERY-, 

thing! 


GRRRR! 


NOW YOU CAN 
SHAVE ME IN 
PEACE.' y 


... ANI7 STAY OUT, YOU 
CATERWAULING COYOTES' 


BUT ANOTHER CUSTOMER ARRIVES - 


AS SOON AS I FINISH 
WITH THIS CUSTOMER.' 


I’LL SNOOZE WHILE 
X WAIT.' REMEMBER, 
I WANT A HAIRCUT, 
NOT A SHAVE.' 


BARBER, HOW SOON 
CAN YUH GIVE ME A 
ar HAIRCUT? 
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smiley is distracted. he lathers tom. 


OOH, WHAT A MEAN FACE 
THAT CRITTER NEWTON . 


WANTED' 

^aesnetrTM 

’ 


WANTED.' 

NOTCHES NEWTDN 


(ymuiiutiM m r/r 


GO AWAY, PUP.' I'VE 
GOT ENOUGH TROUBLE 
.WITHOUT YOU' . 


'H’ OH. 1 WRONG GUESS' HE'S GIVING 

THE HAIRCUT TO TORNADO TOM ! 


I RECHON THIS IS THE ONE 
WHO WANTED THE HAIRCUT/ 
ANYWAY, HE ^ 

NEEDS one! 






£ 





1 ft]! 

- HAS/ ,— 

HI 




«M fl 

v'" 

id 
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AND HE'S SHAVING THE /MAN 
WHO WANTED THE HAIRCUT.' 


HEY/ SHERIFF! COME 
A-RUNNING/ I'VE r- 
GOT HIM i / 


' WITHOUT WHISKERS THIS. 

hombre looks familiar 

COULD HE BE? - HE /S' 

^NOTCHES NEWTON.' 


I HOPE NOTCHES NEWTON 
DOESN'T COME IN HERE.' 


WHAT? 


VUH FOOLJ WHAT DID 
YUH DO TO MY HAIR? 


I'LL TEACH YOU NOT TO GIVE ME 
A HAIRCUT WHEN I ORDER A SHAVE, 

.YOU BUNGLING BOOB OF A 
k -— T BARBER/^-" 


HAH! NOWS MY 
CHANCE TO GET 
THE GUN.' > 


YOU RDONED MY DISGUISE.' 
IT'LL BE A PLEASURE TO 
MAKE YOU ANOTHER - 

^ NOTCH! 
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SHADOW ON THE SOIL 


By Walter Farmer 


S ODBUSTER! The name riled young Jef¬ 
ferson Black so he’d bust the jaw of any¬ 
one who called him that.' No matter how big. 
For young Jeff was strong, his fists were 
gigantic and his muscles were as hard as the 
rocks on Lost Man Ridge. 

Ironically, he’d developed those muscles 
from sodbusting. Pitchfork, plow, rake, hoe— 
the tools of the farmer biting into the sun¬ 
baked earth—they had done more to develop 
Jeff’s physical strength than could have ever 
been accomplished at the finest gymnasium in 
the world. 

Jeff was forking the ground angrily, stab¬ 
bing it, piercing it, jabbing it—his enemy! So 
intent was he on his work that he didn’t hear 
the approach of the horse. He became aware 
of it only when a dark shadow loomed over 
him. 

Jeff looked up to see a tall, hawk-nosed man 
with leathery skin looking down at him. 
“Howdy,” said Jeff. 

The man failed to acknowledge the greeting. 
Instead he asked, “This your farm?” 

“Belongs to my dad. He’s laid up,” said Jeff. 
“Say! That’s a mighty nice horse you’ve got, 
Mister.” 

“Yup.” said the man. 

“And mighty nice guns,” continued Jeff. 
“They look nice and they work nice,” said 
the man. “But they don’t feel so nice when 
you’re on the wrong end of them.” 

“Meaning?” asked Jeff. 

“Meaning I’ve got a message for your old 
man. He’s got until sundown to clear out. This 
is cattle land and we don’t aim to have nesters 
on it. You tell your old man if he aims to stay 
here he is not going to stay on the land. He’s 
going to be six feet under it!” 

“But, Mister,” Jeff protested. “Dad’s laid up 
and—” 

The man cut in rudely, “Save it! I’ve got no 
time to palaver with a sodbuster!” 

Jeff’s eyes blazed. His leg muscles became 
spring steel. He leaped forward and up, his 
knuckles hard and white. The rider slapped 



at his holsters, but he was too late. It was 
perhaps the first time in the history of the 
West that a fist ever outdrew a gun! 

The man rocked from the saddle and his 
shoulder blades plunged hard against the 
brown earth.'He was out cold. Jeff looked him 
over, took certain precautionary measures, 
then went calmly back to his forking of the 
soil. He had his back to the fallen rider. 

“Called me a sodbuster!” growled Jeff, as 
he jabbed the fork into the ground, pushed it 
with his flat-heeled farmer boot, turned the 
earth, and began over again a space away. 
“Sodbuster! Why couldn’t I be a bronc-buster? 
Why’d dad have to be a farmer? Why’d he 
have to get laid up just when I was getting 
ready to go off and join a ranch? Or a round¬ 
up? Or a rodeo? 

“Those cowhands, they live the life! Riding, 
roping, shooting, traveling! Traveling, that’s 
the ticket! They go to Texas, Oklahoma, Mis¬ 
souri, Kansas, all over. They see the world! 
They’re not stuck on a measly homestead with 
a few measly acres and the same drudgery day 
after day.” 

A S HE dreamed on about the romantic life 
of the cowboy, Jeff’s back was turned to 
the man he’d knocked out. He was unaware 
that the latter was stirring, opening his eyes, 
sitting up. 

The man looked at the youth. The youth 
who had beaten him to the draw, fist against 
gun. There was mad hatred in his eyes. Slowly, 
silently he drew his Colt. He had a bead on 
Jeff’s broad back. He squeezed the trigger. 
The hammer clicked. 

Jeff turned. 

“Figured you’d probably want to shoot me, 
Mister,” Jeff drawled. “That’s why I took all 
the cartridges out of your Colt while you were 
unconscious. Now if you want to fight man to 
man, fist to fist, without guns, I’m ready. Just 
say the word. And the word is, sodbuster!” 

The man’s lips formed an oath, but he said 
nothing aloud. He called his horse, mounted. 
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and rode away. Before he had passed out of 
sight, he turned and shook a fist at Jeff. 

“He’ll be back—with friends,” thought Jeff, 
as he turned once more to the job of sticking 
the fork in the ground. “Old Hawknose will 
be back and I reckon that’ll be the end of dad 
and me.” 

As he bent automatically to his task, his 
heart was filled with conflicting emotions. “If 
I were a cowpuncher I wouldn’t be involved 
in all this. The cowmen hate the farmers, but 
they wouldn’t hate me because I’d be one of 
them. But if they try to run dad off this farm 
it’ll be over my dead body. Dad has always 
been swell to me. He can’t help it if he’s a 
farmer. They can’t run him off, especially 
when he’s laid up.” 

After noon, Jeff hitched up the buckboard 
and drove to town. He entered the general 
store and began ordering supplies. He noticed 
that Old McVay, the storekeeper, seemed 
nervous in waiting on him. Then he noticed 
also that half a dozen cowmen were loitering 
on the other side of the store. 

NE of them spoke up, “What’s the matter, 
boy, didn’t you get the message? You 
won’t need supplies. All farmers have to be 
out of Lost Man’s Valley by sundown.” 

Jeff turned slowly and eyed the men. He 
picked out Hawknose. He pointed. “I got the 
message,” he said. “In fact, that man deliv¬ 
ered it.” 

Hawknose snarled, “The young whelp! He’s 
too Smart for his britches! Let’s all jump him, 
boys, and give him a lesson!” 

The others looked at Hawknose curiously. 
He- was half a head taller than the youth and 
was armed. 

Jeff moved slowly, deliberately toward 
Hawknose. The man backed to the wall. 

Jeff was surprised to hear himself saying, 
“I’m a farmer, that’s true. I was born a farmer. 
All my life I’ve resented it. I wanted to be a 
cowman and live a real exciting life. But if 
this man is a prime example of a cowman. I’m 
glad I’m not one!” 

The other cowboys waited. They expected 
this audacious farmer to be shot down as he 

stood. 


HEROES 

Hawknose whined, “He is not armed. I can’t 
shoot him!” 

“Well,” said Jeff, “if you aim to shoot my 
dad at sundown, you’d better shoot me now, 
or it won’t be too healthy for you at our 
spread!” 

Hawknose said nothing. 

Jeff continued, “If you’re brave enough, just 
say the word. You know, the word! I’ll start 
the fight and you can say you shot me in self- 
defense!” 

Hawknose opened his mouth. He uttered, 
“S-s-sodb-b . . .” 

That’s as far as he got. His breath seemed 
to leave him. He fled from the store. The other 
cowmen stood by with open mouth. 

One ejaculated, “Well, I’ll be a ring-tailed 
coyote!” 

Jeff turned to the others aftd growled, “If 
any of the rest of you want to say it, I’ll tell 
you the word. It’s sodbuster!” 

The cowmen were silent, their eyebrows 
high. The storekeeper had long since ducked 
behind a counter, but was now peering cau¬ 
tiously over it, waiting for the shooting to 
start. 

One of the cattlemen broke the silence by 
unstrapping his gunbelt and dropping it to 
the floor. He stepped toward Jeff. He was grin¬ 
ning. 

££VBOY,” he said, "you’ve got more nerve 
than a Comanche Indian! My name’s 
Poke Masters and after you knock my head 
off with one of them hams you’ve got for fists, 
I hope you’ll have the decency to set me up a 
good tombstone. You can say on it, ‘He died 
fighting a fearless sodbuster!”’ 

Jeff had heard the last word. His muscles 
tensed, his fist drew back. Then suddenly his 
hands hung limp at his sides. 

“Poke!” he said at last. “My name’s Jeff 
Black. I can’t hit you. Somehow, sodbuster 
doesn’t sound like a fighting word when you 
say it. It sounds honorable!” 

“It is,” grinned Poke. “You’ve made it that 
way. If anybody tries to run you off your land, 
I’ll be at your side, fighting to prevent it.” 

THE END 
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>-'NO ONE JAILS CURLV BROWN 
WITHOUT A REASON AND SETS 
AWAV WITH IT---NOT EVEN / 
ROCKY LANE. YOU'RE GOING c 
TO SLEEP PERMANENTLY/ k 


^JJndencover Marshal Rocky Lane's repu¬ 
tation -for -fairness Was never been 
questioned ! And yet, as Curly Brown 
proclaims, We was locked up without com¬ 
mitting a crime i Why? for the spine-tingling 
answer read: Rocky lane Lends A Helping Vand' 
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THE CHIEF MARSHAL 
THE MOMENT THE 
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©ID THE 
SECRET MARSHAL, 
ROCKY LAME, 

actually 

LOCK UP . 

CURLY BROWN FOR 
NO REASON ? 
WHAT WERE THE 
SHERIFF AND 
MA BROWN 
TRYING TO 
EXPLAIN TO CURD/? 


YOU SENT I 

FOR ME, 
i MRS. BROWN: 


.YES i ROCKY l I NEED YOUR HELP.' 

\ EVER SINCE MV HUSBANO DIED 
’ J I'VE BEEN RUNNING THI6 RANCH 
■^MYSELF AND AT THE SAME TIME 
TRYING TO BRINS MY SON, CURLY. 
UP TO BE AN HONEST CITIZEN. ' 
BUT LATELY-- ■ .. —J 


( l &ND ROCKY LISTENS ONCE MORE TO A FAMILIAR, 

STORY--/ -—- 

)-- 11 ■ ■' —AND NOW CURiy DOES NOTHING BUT 1 

I HANS AROUND THE GAMBLING CASINO/ HE'S AL- 1 
/ READY LOST ALL THE HARD-EARNED MONEY I r^. 

SAVED AND SINCE HE KNOWS I CAN'T PAY ANY ) 
\ MORE OF HIS GAMBLING DEBTS I'M TERRIBLY ) ] 
> WORRIED ABOUT WHAT HE MAY TRY TO DO / / 

LTO SET SOME MORE MONEY l y --— J 

Ba r———T---, DON'T WORRY, YS 

gp*§S\ \ / MRS. 8ROWN . CURLY'S REALLY A J 

\\\ / GOOD Boy AT HEART/ALL HE I 

V NEEDS IS SOMEONE TO J 

/L ^n< XvH straighten him out.' i'll / 

p\K V, \V HAVE A TALK WITH HIM / j-gLa 


fT THAT TIME— JrTHAT'S TOO BAD,CURLY, ■ 

- 1 Y, suT I'VE GOT MY ORDERS/ 

'UH WON'T GIVE ME N YO'RE TO SET NO MORE 
?E CREDIT, I’LL NEVER CREDIT UNTIL YUH BAY 
L TO) WIN BACK WHAT J WHAT YUH OWE.' ^ 

X LOST/ 


HOLD ON,CURLY.' IF YOfcE SO DES-^V 

PERATE FER MONEY, WHY DON'T YUH ) 
[JOIN UP WITH ME ANO MY BROTHERS-V' 

1 WE COULD USE ,_ -— 

AN EXTRA HAND// NO THANKS.' I HEARD 

-—ABOUT THE DALTON 

/ BROTHERS, AND HIGHWAY , 
r~\ / ROBBERY ISN'T FER ME .' f 

\ I NEVER STOLE A THING J 
\ V IN MY LIFE y-~— == ^_ ; 


15SUT THE MAD DESIRE TO 
GAMBLE KEPT BRINGING 
; JED DALTON'S WORDS BACK 
1 TO CURLY'S MIND ! 


WELL, IF YUH CHANGE YORE 
MIND, I HAVE ROOM RIGHT < 
ABCWE THE SALOON / AND , 
REMEMBER, NO ONE'S BEEN 
ABLE TO PROVE ANYTHING 
ASAINST ME AND MY y* 

BROTHERS YET !y - 

f—i r-—7-SORRY, JED. 

\ ' ( BUT I'M NOT , , 

— \-V INTERESTE D- / J 


i MAYBE I OUGHT TO PULL ONE 
ROBBERY---JUST BY MYSELF 
* AND AFTER I WIN BACK ALL 
THE MONEY I LOST X CAN > 
RETURN THE MONEY 
I STOLE / _i?!H/- 


!!!!! 






































SIX CUN HEROES 


YORE LIFE WILL BE SAFE IF YUH JUST 
HAND OVER ALL YORE MONEY / 


i THE HILLS WOULD BE THE BEST 
' PLACE IK) WHICH TO PULL A 
robbery; r CAN HIDE BEHIND 
THE BRUSH AND ROB THE FIRST 
ONE TO RIDE BY.' j — ... 1 


’ AS THE SECRET MARSHAL RAISES HIS HANDS- 


NOW STAND UP WT 
HANDS RAISED AN 
'THAT MASK OFF; 


H YOUR 

'TAKE 


M> —-CAN'T 1 

7 BELIEVE WHAT, 
ROCKY SURELY 
YUH DON'T THINK X 
ACTUALLY TURNEO 
BANDIT? CAN'T YUH 
s TAKE A JOKE ? 


. .—-—-''MV ONLY S 

HOPE IS TD BLUFF 
MY WAY OUT OF 
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( THERE WAS SOMETHING j 
ABOUT THE WAV THAT \ 

'CURIY SAID HE WAS PLAYING 
A JOKE WHEN HE TRIED TO , 
ROB ME THAT DIDN'T SOUND 
RIGHTS I'M GOING TO KEEP 1 
AN EYE ON HIM FOR A WHILE/ 


-AND SO X DECIDED 


[to JOIN UP WITH YUH | JOINING UP WITH U6CURLY.' 

) AND YORE BROTHERS j MEET ME AND MY BROTHERS 
i FER JUST ONE JOB. f AT POINT LOOKOUT IN AN 
i JED: X NEED MONEY, J HOUR..' I'LL LEAVE FIRST SO < 
tor—PRONTO / J/ NO ONE WILL CONNECT THE . 
■MHterw p-;— TWO OF US l 


I WONDER WHY j| 
HE'S STOPPING ^ 
HERE, IN THIS OUT 
OF THE WAY SPOT; 
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/ACTUALLY, HE'S COMMITTED 
NO CRIME, SHERIFF, BUT X 
> WANT TO KEEP HIM HERE TO 
WAKE SURE HE DOESN'T I , 

/ AS SOON AS HE SEES WHATS 
| COINS TO HAPPEN TO THE 
DALTONS HE'LL REALIZE HOW 
\ STUPID HE WAS ACTING AND/ 

\ reform; >-— 

K_, r—r -^I SURE HOPE 
I 1 J YOU'RE RIGHT, ROCKY/' 
/ \l I BUT NOW IF WE'RE 
K H \ GOINS TO CATCH THOSE 
W~LA DALTONS, I RECKON 





































SIX CUN HEROES 



THAT SHOT I 
YOUR LEG/ 


7 -ilLTAKE CARE \ 

OF MV LEO YUH see 
IF VUH CAN STOP THOSE 
VARMINTS 1 ANO J 
' THE DRIVER IS , f 
WOUNDED, TOO# J 


ALL RISHT VUH DALTONS ! V \ 
• THIS TIME WE'VE CAUGHTjff 

VUH IN THE ACT.O- 

! 1 r—-r—-CURLY MUST ' 

V \PV HAVE DOUBLE-CROSSED 
\ \J \ US.' START SHOOTING .' / 


OOU CAN MARE YOUR. 
STEEDS GO AS FAST AS 
YOU LIKE, 6UT-- 


--THAT'S NOT GOING TO HELP 
ANY OF YOU ESCAPE ' 


HE SHOT OUR GUNS AWAY. 
SPEED /TUP, HOKGS 


'rocky lane returns id the sheriff 

HIS CAPTIVES L 


rj. SENTENCE THEM 
TO BE HUNS BY THE 
NECK UNTIL DEAD TO¬ 
MORROW, CSX DAWN ' 


AND WE, THE JURY, FIND 
THE DALTONS GUILTY / 
. OF MURDER. 1 J<\ 


THE DRIVER IS ]WE CAN HOLD THE DALTONS ON 
DEAD,ROCKY.' A MURDER CHARGE THEN, _ > 

_, SHERIFF' . 




































SIX CUN HEROES 



I MISSE0 BUT 
I'LL SET HIM . 
WITH THIS / 
shot: .x 


■HEM THEY REACH THE RANCH HOUSE- 


rr looks as if t made a v 

MISTAKE TRYING TO REFORM 
YOU ! IF rr'S TROUBLE YOU'RE 
LOOKING FOR, I CAM GIVE / 
YOU ALL YOU WANT.' t - / 


THOSE FI AMES ! THEY'RE 
COMING FROM MY MOM S J I 

MANCA/i / —;- ^ 

ta-'^LETS GO. WE'LL 
m ■ SETTLE OUR DIFFERENCES 
fti later.' —__—-r 


THATS MY MA / 
SHE'S TRAPPED 
INSIDE.' A 


X DON'T KNOW IF I CAN REACH HER,BUT 
ITS WORTH A TRY.' MEAN WHILE, YOU 
ROUND UP EVERYONE AROUND TO HELP i 
SET THIS FIRE UNDER CONTROL Si 

BEFORE IT SPREADS / ^ W/ 



f;0k 


1 

FI 

!//_>■ | 


































































SIX CUN HEROES 



I CAM USE THIS 
.PAIL OF WATER l 


WITH HER CLOTHES SOAKED, 
THERE'S LESS CHANCE OF _ 
THE/A CATCHING ON FIRE ! <T 
MOW TO PICK HER UPAND JS 
SET OUT OF HERE 


HURRY .' SET THAT 
BUCKET BRIGADE 
GOING .' j 


LANE AND HE 
SAVED MY MA 


I JUST FOUND OUT WHY 
YUH LOCKED ME UP/THE 
SHERIFF EXPLAINED IT ALL. 
I NOT ONLY OWE YUH MY 
MOTHER'S LIFE, BUT MY > 
FUTURE, TOO. 1 


, THATS REALLY GOOON 
\ NEWS l IT PROVES THAT 
I SOME PEOPLE DE- 
. SERVE A SECOND T—' 
] CHANCE J 


AND EVER SINCE THAT DAY, 
CURLY SAVE UP GAMBLING 
AND SETTLED DOWN < 
HE'S THE BEST RANCHER. 
IN THESE HYAR PARTS l . 


?:?:? C-uix 


SEE HOW MANY YOU CAN ANSWER CORRECTLY/ 

score yourself as follows; 

5 CORRECT, EXCELLENT-4 CORRECT SOOD- 
\ 3 CORRECT, FAIR- 7. CORRECT, FAIR. 



1. HENRY CLAY WAS PRESIDE 
ANDREW JACKSON'S 
VICE-PRESIDENT. 

7 / k/e _ FALSe. _ 


a a Yoeman is a 
perry officer 
ABOARD SHIP. 

_wlss.— 
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